32                          Egloga

$tmitt.     Thy prayfes Daphnes are to great,

and more for me than meete:
N or euer I, fuche faged fawes,

could fynge in Yerfes fweete.
And now, to talke of fpring time tales

my heares to hoare, do growe,
Suche tales as thefe, I tolde in tyme,

when youthfull yeares dyd flowe.
But fynce, I can not the denye,

thy Fathers loue doth bynde:
In fymple Songe I wyll adreffe

my felfe, to fhowe my minde.
Longe haft thou Daphnes me requyred

the Hate of Loue to tell,
For in my youth, I knewe the force,

and paffions all, full well.
Nowe Loue therfore I wyll define,

and what it is declare,
which way poore fouls it doth entrap

and ho we it them doth fnare.
My Eoie, remoue my beafls from hens

and dryue them farther downe,
Ypon the Hylles, let them go feade,

that ioyne to yender towne,

0 Cupyde kynge of fyerye Loue,
ayde thou my fyngynge Verfe,

And teache me heare the caufe and cafe,

Of Louers to reherfe,
Direct my tong, in trothe to treade,

with Furye fyll my brayne,
That I may able be to tell,

the caufe of Louers payne.
Opinions diuers coulde I fhowe,

but chiefeft of them all,

1 wyll declare: and for the reft,
with filence leaue I mall.

A lenient Humour, (fome do iudge)
within the Head doth lye,